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I. 


YA ONDER of earth! ſublimeſ mat ſublime! 
Auguſt MONT BLANC! who ſhall thy praiſes ſing ? 

What harp, though ſtrung like that of Iſrael's king, 

To ſooth or rouſe the ſoul with numbers ſweet, 

What ſong, though breathing all the pow'rs of rhyme, 

To celebrate thy glory ſhall be meet? " 


* MonT BLANC, according to the moſt accurate meaſurements and calculations, is the 
higheſt mountain (taken from its baſe) in the known world ; and its bulk and majeſty are in 
proportion to its height, Meaſured from the common level of the ſea, two of the Peruvian 
mountains are ſomewhat loftier ; but, in apparent eminence, Mont Blanc riſes near 3000 feet 
above them. 
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L417 
Yet ſhall ou praiſe. be ſung 
In pos sed Shall Ioa's name 
Dazzle with 3 fame? 
Shall horrid ÆTNA's majeſty be rung 
With ſounds as lofty as his murd'rous flame, 
And greateſt thou the works of GOD among, 
Shall not thy wonders wake one lyre, 
Round thy triumphant head no bays be hung, 
Nor thy ſuperior theme ſuperior lays fone? 


335 
Shall I truſt the thoughts that riſe 
And ſtruggle in my panting breaſt, 
Tinted with a thouſand dyes, 
Image quick on image preſt? 
Shall they dare, my trembling lays, 
Lift their notes in feehle praiſe, 
To ſing a theme might well inſpire 


An Homex's force, a PINDAR's fire? 
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Avaunt! avaunt! each coward fear; 
I feel the ſwelling raptures roll 

In ſurging tides upon my ſoul; 
Celeſtial promptings ſtrike my ear 
Reach then, reach my ſounding lyre; a 
My panting ſoul is all on fire: 
Swift the ſilver ſtrings accord ; 

My eager hand, 

Thy ſkill command ; 
A mighty ſtrain be pour'd ! 


O! for a ſtrain ſo potent to impart 
The great ſenſations ſtruggling in my heart! 
Let but the high enthuſiaſms roll 
Warm from my hand, as active in my ſoul; 
Let the loud thunders of my voice declare 
The vivid lightning's flaſhing there 
Then ſtrong ſhall be the flood of rhyme, _ 
And all be full, and all ſublime. 
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Seize! ſeize! the glowing images that paſs 

Like tranſient diodes oer the mimic glaſs belt! 

Let not their fervors faint and die! FE 

It is the hour of extacy. | 

All, all the Muſe nan me beriet 

I hear, I know her. voice, and thus ſhe ſpeaks:. 


| III. 
See with what grandeur to the ſkies 4 
The monarch Mountain lifts his brow; 
While crowding round the vale below, | 
His vaſlal Artes in  tow'ring adder riſe; “ f 
And, warchbul of his regal nod, 
His mighty pleaſure fem to wait, 
As 'twere the mandate of a God! 
Sublime in his inpenial ſtate, 
* It is remarkable that all the adds ſubordinate RE PLL: BLANc, and which form 
parts of the immenſe chain that extends from this their manarch, in every direction, incline 


their heads towards, as if to pay him homage; and gradually decreaſe in height as they are far- 
ther removed from him as their common centre. 


9 ] 

From 'midſt the ſplendors of his throne, 

He looks with ſovereign favour down, 

Smiles their prompt ſervice to approve, 
Awaits their homage, and accepts their love. 

Then biniling round his regal brows 

The glories of his cloudy crown, i 

Fleece upon fleece together roll'd; + 

And fold within refulgent fold, Mt 

Like a celeſtial turban, bright 0 

With purple, gold, and luſtrous light, 

He communes with the ſource of day, | 

As king with king; nor terror knows, Ys 0 ) 

Leſt the pure ſilver of his maſſive ſnows 


Shou'd melt beneath the fervent ſolar ray.” 
IV. 

But huſh ! for ſlum' bring in his ſecret bes. 

His eloudy curtains drawn about his head, 00 un 


The 
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The glories of his face hie hides; _ 

While, thronging round his lofty ſides, 
The mingled vapours wanton play; 

Now fringe each rock with feathers bright, 
Now dark deſcent, now mounting light, 
Drink brilliance from the fount of Day. | 
Ceaſe your ſpott! the monarch wakes, 


His temples, like a giant, ſhakes; 


And lo! the clouds oh either fide 

From round his ample front divide, 

Roll back their hoſts, and cluſtring ſtand, 
Obedient to his high command: 

Again his ſnowy honours play, 
Reſplendent in the eye of day; 

Again, with majeſty ſerene, 

He lifts his head above the ſcene ; 

And wood and mountain, hill and vale; 


In common concert, lift their voice 


To 
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To bid his great upriſing hail! 
And in his guardian eye rejoice. 


V. 
Ah! whence the change; great ruler! why 
That gloomy front, that threat'ning gre? | 
What our offence?——Be till, be ſtill, 
Nor queſtion, bold, his ſov'reign will, 
Stand, ſtand aloof! do ye not dread 


The ſtorms that gather round his head? 

His riſing wrath do ye not fear? 

Hark! the hollow blaſts I hear 

Murmur ſullen round his brow: 

Louder and louder yet they grow, = 

The ruſh of Tempeſt ftrikes my car! ' #12124 31 

; The clouds their gloomy ſquadrons roll, 
Their fierce contention daunts the ſoul. 


And furious winds, in, filence, wait , 
The iſſue of the dire debate. 


J 


4 MH: Did ye not hear the eagle's wall? 


—_ | He dares not reſt upon his rok 
But plunges headlong to the vale, 
Scar'd at the elemental: ſhock ; 
There, neſtled cloſe, he treinbling lies, 
Mournful ſtoops his naughty creſt; / 
Hangs his dread beak upon his breaſt, 
And droops his daring wing, and ſhuts his piercing eyes. 


k £ 
5810 3 14 14 


Fly! fly! the tempeſt howls aloud! 
Around the angry mountain's head 
The univerſal horrors ſpread, 

And wrap all nature in an awful ſhroud. 
It burſts! See raging from on high 
How thunderbolts he launches round! 


ll How ! dreadful to the ſhrinking eye 
The fires run ſwiftly o'er the ground! 


While 
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While vaſſal mountains, proud to bear 
Part in the elemental war, 
Riſe dark, and on their haughty heads 
Shake to the winds the lofty ſhades 
Of many foreſts; ſcowling ſtand, 
In battled ranks, on either hand ; 
With uproar wild, new thunders roll, 
| New lightnings dart from pole to pole, 
Howl from their cliffs, and, indiſtinct, deform, 


Swell with new terrors thro' the veiling ſtorm, 


VII, 
Heaven! what a craſh!—The pealing ſound 
Of thunders in the louder roar is drown'd! 
Ah! 'tis the ſhock of Avalanches* hurl'd 
In ſwift deſtruction to the nether world. 


* The Avalanche is an enormous maſs of ſnow detached from the Alpian ſummits either 
by its own weight, by violent heats, or the ſhock of tempeſts: it too often deſtroys every thing 
in its dreadful courſe, and buries, in a moment, whole fields and villages. The only protection 
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againſt 
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Spare us! mighty mountain, ſpare! | 
Appalling horrors freeze our fouls! 
Vain, alas! the humble prayer; 
The widely waſting miſchief rolls, 
Bellowing in its furious courſe ; 
The winged vengeance who ſhall ſtay? 
< See, with what reſiſtleſs force, 
Ruſhing down the mountain's fide, 
The ſtately woods it ſweeps away, 
(For centuries their grace and pride) 
And paſtures, ſhepherds, flocks, a countleſs hoſt ! 
Cruſh'd, torn, o'erwhelm's, are in one ruin. loſt 
While (till, by breaks, fierce glares of angry light, 
In partial view, 
The deſolation ſhew, 
And, dread! illume the depth of deeper gloom than night! 


againſt its fury are the vaſt and ancient foreſts of pind which cloath the ſides of the lower Alps; 
but if theſe are borne down by its impetuous force, nothing can reſiſt it in its deſcent to the vale. 


4 


VIII. So 
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VIII. 
80 once, round StNAl's ſacred brow, 
Thick clouds their awful cow ring ſpread, 
To ſcreen weak man's imperfect ſight 
From heav'n's intolerable light, 
And vel the great Creator's head: 
Yet ſtill, by fits, a baleful beam 
Wou'd through ſurrounding darkneſs gleam ; 
And now the ruſh of winds was heard, 
And now devouring fires appear'd, 
And bickering ſparks, and ruddy flame, 
Burſting with thunders thro the ſmoke, 
Which, as they burn'd from pole to pole, 
The Godhead's wakead vengeance ſpoke, 
Harrow'd rebellious Iſrael's ſoul, 
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And ſhew'd the Almighty arm from whence they came. 


IX. Touch 
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IX. 
Touch a ſweet, a chearful ſtrain, i 
The ſtrain of riſing joy and peace; 
Hope, at laſt, revives again, 
All the mountain horrors ceaſe.“ 
See the vaſt, the varied mound 
Of tributary Alps around, 
In ſhadowy majeſty ariſe 
Dimly thro' their nifty ſhrouds; 
In gather'd troops the fleeting clouds 


Shew a glimpſe of clearer ſkies: 


Round their king's triumphant brow 


No longer midnight darknefs lours, 
While his ample cheſt below, 


Shining through the cryſtal ſhow'rs, | 


f 


* The changes from calm to ſtorm, and from terrific to ſerene majeſty, are wonderfully rapid 
amongſt the Alps, as the author witneſſed on various occaſions, 


Like 
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Like a vaſt Behemoth, again 

He heaves above the wat'ry plain; 

Now the ſun-beams, glancing bright 

Thro' ſcatt'ring miſts, with partial light 
Gild the rocks, the hulls, the woods; 

Now thro' the verdant vale he hw | 

With gladd'ning warmth, now darts his rays 


With brilliance on the headlong floods. 
Whence thoſe ſplendors? On the fight 
Why breaks that dazzling flood of light? 
A thouſand tow'rs of ſtately mould, 
A thouſand obeliſks ariſe, 
Tinted with azure, purple, gold, 
And pour their glories on the eyes.* 

N What means that bright tempeſtuous tide 

Which tow'rs behind with giant waves, 
* The Glaciers of the famous . of Chamouny, and which owe their origin and ſupply to 


Mont Blanc, if viewed partially, offer to the eye theſe and many other figures, which; illamined 
by the ſun-beams, ſparkle with aſtoniſhing ſplendor. | | 


And. 


LW] 
And ſwelling with enormays pride, 
The cloud-capt rocks and ſummits laves?* 
Yet check'd by ſome all-powerful hand, 


Wt: While ruſhing to deſtruction round, 


-In iron fetters ſeems to ſtand 


Irrevocably bound! 
Thy GrAcixxs theſe, O mighty king! 
And hallow'd be their monſtrous birth, 
Since from their frozen boſoms ſpring 
The rivers that refreſh the earth, 
And the rich tide of various commerce pour 


To many a near, and many a diſtant ſhore. 


X . 
All nature from her dire diſmay 


i | Riſes to life and light once more, 


ti = | | * Whoever has read Bounxrr's deſcriptions of the Glaciers, will not think this of the 
ji author exaggerated, 
| 
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* 
Y 
% 

F 
f ; 
4 
©, "7 
by 
by 
45 
2% 


L ww ] 


While, glittering to the lamp of day, 
New glories from the mountain pour, 
As high he lifts his regal brows, 
Array'd in all their pomp of ſnows. 
About his cliffs, on either hand, 

As tokens of his vengeance paſt, 

See the bright clouds, his weapons, hung, 
Or folded round his ample waiſt, 

Or light diſpers'd his ſnows among. 
Creatures of his ſupreme command, 
See them in ſhining phalanx ſtand 
On every ſubject mountain's height, 
Gather in gorgeous cluſters here, 


In ſep'rate fleeces there appear, 


Wreathing the rocks with garlands bright, 
Rich with warm tints of varying light, 
Yet, midſt their painted ſhews, and ſpecious reſt, 
Hiding dark ſtorms within their hollow breaſt, 


And: 
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And ready at their Ruler's word to wear, 


As now, the ſmiles of peace, ſo then, the frowns of war. 


XI. 
So when the ſons of Iſrael fled, 
Conducted by their Maker's 3 
In cloudy ſtate above their head | 
He iſſued out his high command, 
Or in a pillar of bright flame by night, 
Cheer'd their dejected ſouls, and charm'd their wond'ring ſight, 
In bold contempt of Iſrael's God, | 
Egypt purſues the choſen claſs, 
When, lo! obedient to his nod, 
The ſea divides to let them paſs, 
The foaming waves on either ſide, 
With baffled rage and vanquiſh'd pride, 
Roll'd backward in a mighty maſs; 
But ſwift upon her hoſt of foes 
Ruſh'd back the roaring tide : 
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While from the night of clouds between, 
Th' avenging GOD is thund'ring ſeen, 
Till o'er their haughty heads the whelming billows cloſe. 
Then calra'd his wrath, a new celeſtial ray 
The fainting ſons of Iſrael cheers, 

. Confirms their hopes, diſpels their fears, 
Illumes their path, and leads them on their way; 
Yet warns them midſt its ſplendor to revere 


The Godhead, and his wakened vengeance fear. 


- * 3" 
Heard ye not the ruſhing ſound 


Of mighty wings? Exulting cries, 
From yonder dell, did ye not hear? 
See! ſpurning haughtily the ground, 
Diſdainful of his former fear, 

The royal bird, of matchleſs force, 
Shoots upward to his native ſkies, 


D | | While 
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While round the cliffs his wheeling courſe 
Sublime he bends, the Chamois flies, 
With wild affright, o'er waſtes of ſnow, 
And as he darts from rock to rock, 
Far ſwifter than the bounding roe, 
Seems to behold the ardent eyes 
And rending talons of his dreadful foe, 
And feel the ſurging wings' reſiſtleſs ſhock 
Plunge him, at once, deep to the gulph below.* 
But careleſs of his wonted prey, 
Th' ambitious bird now ſoars his way 
To ſeek the burning lamp of day; 
*The Lemyr Geyer (ſo called by the natives) is an eagle peculiar to the Alps, and far ex- 
ceeding in ſize and ſtrength any other in Europe, if not in the world. It generally meaſures 16 
feet from the tip of one extended wing to that of the other, and its whole plumage is yellow, 
except two or three ringlets of white round the neck. Its favourite prey is the Chamois, a kind 
of ſwift and ſtrong goat, which is alſo a native of the Alps, and which the rapacious bird worries 
and purſues from rock to rock, till arrived at its laſt refuge, the deſperate animal makes head, and 
endeavours to defend itſelf, but is ſoon precipitated by one ſtroke of its inveterate enemy's 
powerful wing to the deep gulph below, whither the Læmyr Geyer follows, and preys on its 
mangled body. | 
| Till 
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Till, ſpent with toil, his pinions reſt 
Upon the ſhining caſk of ſnows 
That clads the mountain's regal brows: 
Nor ſcorneſt thou th' imperial creſt, 
For is it not thy choſen bird, | 
Thy Læmyr Geyer, thy eagle ſtrong, 
To all the feather'd race preferr'd, 
That ſail, or neſt, thy crags among ? 
And is there one like him can dare 
Such proweſs in the fields of air? 

Son of thy lordly Alps, and them alone, 
And proud of his exalted birth, 


He ſcorns the humbler realms of earth, 
Nor bears a rival near his rocky throne. 
Triumphant on thy head he ſtands, 
The volume of his wings expands, 
That glitter like the burniſh'd gold, 
And ſwells his cheſt, and ſtretches bold 
| D 2 His 
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His wreathed neck, and turns on high 
The orbit of his radiant eye 

To drink new fires from the fount of light, 
On whoſe intolerable blaze, 
With raptur d ſtedfaſtneſs to gaze, 


FHarmleſs endures alone his daring ſight. 


XIII. 


Hail! ſcenes auguſt, and ever new, 
Which ſtill the eager eyes purſue 

With awe and rapture: Gently hail! 

Ye milder graces of the vale, 

That wanton midſt the mighty mound 
Of Glaciers, rocks, and mountains round. 
Hail! ye majeſtic domes,* all hail! 


Whoſe triple honours ſtately riſe, 


* The ſummit of Mont Blanc is broken into three diſtin& heads, in the form of domes, the 


higheſt of which inclines towards Italy, and the others towards France, &c. 


And 
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And with your dazzling ſnows aſſail 
The pure empyreal of the ſkies; 

Not things of earth, or earthly mould, 

Ye ſeem, as from the clouds among, 

About yout granite columns hung, 

Ye burſt; and, tinted warm with gold, 

Pour'd from the brilliant gates of morn, 

The heavenly cope, ſublimely ſpread 

In azure ſtate above your head 

Contraſt, irradiate, and adorn! 

Hail! matchleſs pyramids, that ſtand 

Aloft amidſt the realms of air; 

And from your cloud-capt heights deride 

The pigmy piles of Egypt's land, 

Her ſwarthy monarch's work and pride : 

The leaders ye whoſe — care 


Extends o'er every humbler band 


Of 
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Of mountains round. The lordly Dau, * 


From his broad baſe here tow'rs on high, 


And there the aching eyes purſue 
The e to the ſky; 
With wonder, o'er his duſky head 
See mounds of ice their luſtre ſhed, 
And ſlender pinnacles among 

His ſolid ribs ſo lightly hung, 

That every ſummer breeze that wakes 
Their delicate poſition ſhakes; 

Yet wint'ry winds, and beating rain, 
And all the tempeſt's furious ſhock, 
Age after age, have ſtriv'n in vain 


To rend them from their parent rock. 


* This, and the following, are the names of the pictureſque and ſublime rocks that ſurround 
the Glacier of Montanvert, and which (after Mont Blanc) are amongſt the higheſt of the Alpian 


ſummits. 


Needle 
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Needle of South, * a pilot thou 

More chearful midſt the wilds of ſnow ; 
For ſtill thy Argus eye is ſeen 

Wide open to the. blue ſerene ; 

Nor ſhall a Mercury be found, 


Through heaven's immeaſurable round, 


Or Morpheus, who has power to cloſe 
Thy watchful eyelids in repoſe. 

With haughtier mien and broader cheſt, 
Great JoRAssE frowns above the reſt, 
And ſeems to view with high diſdain 
His fellows in the vaſſal chain. 

A mighty bulwark tow'rs between, 

To cloſe the vaſt tremendous ſcene; 
From whence unnumber'd ſpires ariſe 


With Gothic grandeur to the ſkies, 


* So called from being hn near the point with an aperture, ibn which. the ſky is 
plainly ſeen from the glacier. beneath. 
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Of heav'nly maſonry, that far 
Surpaſs what human fkill can dare; 
And laugh to ſcorn the narrow rules 
Of all the geometric ſchools. 11 0 
High o'er the reſt, with conſcious ſtate, 


The GranT's Tow's appears elate, 


Who, in his peerleſs fortreſs, ſtores 


The monarch's thunderbolt, and pours, 
Prompt to fulfil 
His ſov'reign will, 

The giddy whirlwind from his brow, 

To deſolate the world below. 

But vain the hope, the labour vain, 

To count the tributary hoſt | 

of mountains, that ſurround thy plain 


Oh! Crxamovuny; in tranſport loſt 


The eye purſues their glorious chain, 


Here dark with ſhade, there bright with ſnows, 
Here bleak and bare, with barren brows, 
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And there, with fruitful graces hung, 
And flocks and herds their fields among, 
Their verdant fields, whole velvet pours, 
From its enamell'd lap, the ſtores 

| Of many a ſoft and rich bebte 
Bruſh'd by the viewleſs pinions light, 
Of zephyrs, in their wanton flight, 
From the inimitable bloom 
Of flow'rs, which far leſs vivid glow, 
Leſs fragrant, in the vales below.“ 


XIV. 
When night aſſumes her awful reign, 
And ſolemn ſhades obſcure the plain, 


It is remarked by Naturaliſts, that the Alpian flowers are of more glowing hues, and more 
exquiſite odour, than thoſe of a ſimilar kind in the vales beneath; and I can aſſert it from my 
own experience. The rarity of the air, as well from its effect on their properties as our ſenſes, 


may, perkaps, account for this, 


How . 
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How graceful then thy domes ariſe, 
Imperial mountain! to the ſkies, 
And hole eternal vigils keep 
Over the ſilent realms of ſleep! 
All huſh'd about thy throne ſublime, 
Save the ſoft-treading foot of time, 
Beneath whoſe endleſs preſſure, fall 


The nobleſt cities' tow'ry pride, 


The hills, the mountains, rocks, and all 
That art or nature e er ſupplied; 

All, all, but thee ; for ſtill thy ſtate 
Defies the tyrant's envious hate, 

And ſtill thy regal pomp appears 
Unblemiſh'd by the weight of years; 
Since change and fickle chance are ſeen 
Heaping REM honours on thy ſnows, 


And countleſs ages ſit ſerene, 


Amidſt the ſplendor of thy brows. 


She 
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she breaks! How ſweet her trembling light 
Silvers the fable ſtole of night? 

Oh! Luna, let thy faireſt face | 
The mountain's gloomy grandeur grace! 
Ride onwards , while from either ſide 
Thuy bright'ning path the ch divide, 
And pauſing full upon his brow, 
Suffuſe thy luſtre o'er his ſnow! 

Gild the dark fleeces curling hung, 
About his breaſt, his domes among, 
And beam o'er all his rocks below! 

His rocks ſublime, whoſe varied gold* 


Has borne on high, for years untold, 


* The reflection of the moon-beams upon the granite rocks that ſupport the immenſe volume 
of ſnow on Mont Blanc, gives them a golden hue, which, contraſted with the pure white above, 
is ſurpriſingly beautiful. I was ſo fortunate as to ſee Mont Blanc by the light of the full moon, 
breaking through dark clouds, and was never ſtruck with ſo deep an awe, nor ever felt ſuch ſweet 
and folemn enthuſiaſms awakened in my boſom. 
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The maſſy ſilyer of his pond'rous throne, © 


And ſtood unmov'd, and (till ſhall ſtand, 
Through many a weck of many a land, L 


Marking a thouſand 'ſcenes to mortal eyes unknowri. 


XV. 

Aloft, beneath thy ſhelt'ring brow, 
Shelt'ring from the beams of day, 
Which vainly on his horrors play, 

And 'midſt the deluge of his ſnow 

Stern Winter ſits, with ſurly pride, 

\ Upon his high and rugged throne, _ 

Which frozen pillars firm ſupport, 
Bitter blaſts, from ev'ry. fide, 
Howl around his gloomy court, 

And his relentleſs empire wn: 
Driving ſleet and cutting airs 


Stiffen in his grizzly hairs, 


Which 
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Which, like the comet's angry beam, A al 01 

O'er the wild waſte portentous ſtream: 

Fierce in his red and haggard eye, 

Rude Violence, deſtructive Rage, 

And tyrant Craelty, appear; 

While in his frowning forehead lie 

At once the furrows deep of age. 

And thirſt of havock, ſpoil, and war. 

415 below, and all around, 

Glares a dread, a dreary ſcene; 

In icy chains eternal bound, 

With horrid. gulphs that yawn between, 

A fearful depth! While, far and near, 

The marks of ruin vaſt appear; 

| Marks of his direful controul, ; 
- And bender his M 

__ The Glaciers ar — innumerable clefts, threatening, at e 
ſtep, to ſwallow you up alive. Many of them are ſeveral hundred feet deep. | 


1 . | An 
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An icy robe the giant wears; | 
The tempeſt arms his feebler hand, 
His right, an iron ſceptre bears, 
Emblem of his auſtere command, 
With which, reſiſtleſs in his force, 
He urges the tremendous courſe 
of mighty Glaciers, to afſail 
The blooming graces of the vale, 
With ſummer ſporting, blythe, beneath, 
And deck'd with many a fragrant wreath, 
Nor cou'd the light and lovely band 
Long his obdurate pow'r withſtand, 
Did not the monarch mountain's will 
Bid his devouring wrath be ſtill;* - 
* The figure, though bold here, will, it is hoped, be thought defenſible, as Mont Blane is the 
ſource and ſupport of the Glaciers of Montanvert and Boſſons, which run quite down to the 
valley of Chamouny, and encroach on or recede from it in proportion to the impelling force from 


the monarch mountain; the concentered rays of the ſun in the valley, after a hotter ſummer, 
and after a milder winter than common, diminiſhing their volume and extent, and vice verſa. 


And 
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And from the terrors of his throne 

Diſpatch, in pealing thunders, down 

Mandates he muſt not diſobey: 

Saying, Thus far thy rage has way, 

*« But let it not, preſumptuous, dare 

© Invade, with undiſtinguiſh'd war, 

« What I protect, and what I doom 

The victim of thy icy tomb, 

And ſubject to thy ruthleſs ſway!” 

Banning, yet aw'd at thy command, 

He, howling, ſtays his ſavage hand, 

And views around him, with deſpair, 

Freſh flow'rs of ſummer,* broider, fair, 
| | 18 


* It is equally intereſting and aſtoniſhing to behold the greateſt fertility, and moſt deſolate 
barrenneſs, touch each other in the famous valley of Chamouny, where the ripe harveſt waves its 
golden graces at the very edge of the Glaciers; and flowers of all tints and odours ſpring up as it 
were by magic, the inſtant, and even before their covering of ſnows entirely diſappear. Near the 
ſummit of one of the Alps in Savoy, I tay voluptuouſly down on a vaſt carpet embroidered thick 
with a thouſand various flowers, from whoſe glowing bloſſoms my body preſſed the moſt delicious 

| perfumes, * 


— 
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The thinner drapery of his ſnowy” ß; 
While fruitful autumn's floating gold. 
His frozen mantle's utmoſt fold, 


Borders with deep and gorgeous fringe below, 


XVI. 
What foot ſhall ſully with its tread 
The ſpotleſs honours of thy head?“ 
What ſacrilegious eye prophane 
The awful ſecrets of thy reign? 
Yet pardon ! if preſumptuous thought, 


With fear and admiration fraught, 


perfumes, while a bottle of wine, ſtood cooling cloſe by in a bed of frozen ſnow, at the melting of 

which, on the farther advance of ſummer, the beautiful and fragrant carpet was doubtleſs con- 
tinued. 

* ˖ | 

When this Poem was written, no human foot had ever attained either of the ſummits of 


Mont Blanc; but, after many fruitleſs attempts, Mr. Bourrit relates, that a peaſant of the valley 
of Chamouny has at length mounted on one of the lower domes ; but the pure ſnows of the 
higheſt ſtill remain inviolate. | 


Thy 
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Thy ſacred ſolitudes aſſail, 

And turns, with trembling hand, aſide, 

A little turns, the ſolemn veil 

By mighty Nature form'd, to hide 

The myſteries high of many a birth, 

That make the wonder or the pride 

Of weak, ſhort-ſighted man, on earth. 

Oh! what viſions, fair as new, 

Break on my enchanted view ! 

How deſcribe, or where begin 

To paint the various glorious ſcene! 

Art, in vain thy mimic pow'r 

Palaces like theſe would raiſe! 

Thine—the pageants of an hour, 

Theſe—the work of elder days, 

Which hoary ages, in their flight, | 

With all that's noble, beauteous, bright, 
F Have 
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Have lov'd to deck! Thy outward face, 
Though rich with many a varied grace, 
With many a ſoft and ſplendid hue, 
And many a ſcene ſublime and high, 
Vainly, oh Nature! to the view, 
Would er marvels that might vie 
With thoſe which in the boſom lie 
Of thy great delegate on earth! 
Here, various ſpars of brilliant birth,“ 
Immeaſurable caves adorn 
With garlands gay, and colours bright, 
Blending a thouſand tints of light; 
And there, more radiant than the morn, 
The rubies bluſn, the diamonds blaze, 
And mingle their reſplendent rays 
* e being conſidered as the ſource of the moſt precious mines, the Author thought 


it a fair poetical licence to ſuppoſe Mont Blanc their common centre, as well as to adorn their 
productions with all the tints and luſtre due to the refiner and poliſher, 


With 
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With the mild ſapphire's azure flame; 
While carbuncles, profulely ſpread, 

In precious fret-work o'er the head, 

With ruddy fires, refulgent, play, 

And pour down floods of light, that ſhame 
The paler ſplendors of the day. 

The ſhadowy tribe of opals here, 

With ever-changing clouds appear, 
Which catch, by turns, and graceful ſhow, | 
Each tint that colours Iris' bow; 

And there the golden topaz plays 

Through the high roofs with ſunny rays. 
The lovely emerald's verdant pride 

Its luſtre darts, on every fide, 

Through many a ſumptuous gallery's flight ; 
And cryſtal cupolas are hung 


On pillars beaming with the ſardine* bright, 


„And behold, a throne was ſet in heaven, and one ſat on the throne; and he tliat ſat was to 


look upon like a jaſper and a ſardine ſtone.” Rev. iv. 2, 3. 
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With amethyſts inwreath'd among, 


Glowing with all their hues of purple light. 


Its bleeding veins the jaſper pours 
Through grots, whoſe cryſtallizing ſtores 
Impearl their crimſon; agates here, 
With lapis lazulis appear, 

And all the marble's motley hoſt, 
In care moſaics! that might ſcorn 
Whatever ancient Rome could boaſt, | 
Or what doth modern Rome adorn. 
In halls of ſtate, on either fide, 
With cut wealth, and rival pride, 
The monarch gold diſplays his mines, 
; And virgin ſilver radiant ſhines, 
Illumin'd by the phoſphor's light, 
Which hangs around with magic art, 


Unnumber'd lamps; or flames apart 


Through long arcades, with many a meteor bright, 


That 
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That o'er the ſubtil mercury play, 


Shooting their airy globes from far, 
More brilliant than the morning ſtar, 
And ſwifter than the ſolar ray. 

But, vain! my fault'ring hand eſſays, 
Though but to name the countleſs ſtores 
Of ſparkling gems, and precious ores, 
Which beggar the faint breath of praiſe, 
And deep in thy capacious breaſt 

Their ſeveral treaſures form, and ſhine 


Each in its rich and native mine, 


From mortal's pride and avarice at reſt: 


Yet ſparing to their greedy hand 


Sufficient to corrupt their heart; 


And meaſuring out, to many a diſtant land, 


Through mazy ducts, unknown to human art, 


An earneſt of the tides that flow 


At their ſublime, but hidden ſource; 


While 
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While myriads taſte the rills that ſtream 


From realm to realm, nor ever dream 


Whence the ſeducing miſchiefs grow, 


Nor backward learn to trace the lab'rinth of their courſe. 


XVIE. 
Whence burſt thoſe torrents on my ear? 
Whence the new wonders that appear ? 
01 give me ſtrength to bear the fight! 
Soften the too PP delight! 
Leſt my oppreſs'd, my fainting ſoul, 
Too weak its feelings to controul, 
Sink underneath the ſcene ſublime! 
Thy triumphs theſe, all pow'rful time, 
Whoſe wearing ſteps' inceſſant tread 
Have ſcoop'd out each miraculous bed 


Of mighty waters!“ How they pour 


* It is now well known that the Glaciers are the ſources of ſome of the greateſt rivers in 


Europe, as well as innumerable ſmall ones. 
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From countleſs channels! How their roar 


Confounds the ſenſe] To ſeek the day, 
Flaſhing, and foaming on their way, 
How various tides in conflict join, 
Then, with united force, combine, 
The Glaciers frozen ribs to wear 

With ceaſtlelh, as unnat'ral war ; 

For due to them their liquid birth, 
Deſtin'd to fertilize the earth! 

How their boiling rage exhales 

On every ſide the miſty veils, 


Which, whirling ſwift their humid volumes, riſe 


As they would force a paſſage to the ſkies, 


But, blended with the watry ſtores 
The inexhauſted Glacier pours | 


From all his roofs, deſcend again, and flow, 
To mingle with their parent floods below. 


Wond'rous theſe! More wond'rous far 


The 
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The frozen grots, the icy caves, 

Their ſurging ſea tumultuous laves; 

Nor ſparkling gem, nor beamy ſpar, 

Can with the various hues compare, 

Nor match the luſtres that combine 

To grace their vaults, and live, and ſhine, 
From age to age, though alba ill 

In many a pure tranſlucent rill, 

Which, by the monarch ſtill ſupplied, 

Still pay their tribute to the tide 

That roars beneath! With tow'ring ſtate, 

Faſt bound in icy chains by fate, 

A naked figures known to earth, 

And like in ſubſtance as in birth, 

Riſe bold, and beauteous to the ſight. 


Here ſpring the azure. columns bright,“ 


4 51 


This deſcription of the icy 33 ia the Glaciers will at be thought wholly imaginary, 
nor ſcarcely to exceed the truth, after having read, and confided in, the Dean of Bottens' account 
of the wonders and beauties of that he diſcovered in the Glacier of Kandel steig See this 
relation, as tranſcribed by Monſ. Bourrit. | 
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There pyramids of luſtre warm, 

Or fabrics fair, whaſe ghangeful form 

And changeful tints in contraſt vie, 

To dazzle and enchant the eye. 
But who the thouſand thoufand forms ſhall tell, 
That deck the caverns, as by magic ſpell, 

And different far from all the meuldes 

The outward world to viſion holds, 

With colours brighter than the morn, 

The Glaciers' countleſs vaults adorn! 
Yet, rapt by potent Fancy, to my eyes, 

Their complicated glories riſe; 

Through all their halls:I ſwift am borne, 

See, at a glance, each copious urn, 
Catch all their pomps, and all their grace, 
And to their fire, MonT BLAnc, their ſeveral wonders trace. 


G XVIII. 


Great 
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XVIII. 
Great Monarch! who thy years ſhall tell? 
Or who was preſent at the birth 
Of thy majeſtic mother, Earth? 
Who ſaw her when ſhe blazing fell, 
Swift and refulgent, from the ſun,* 
Ten thouſand, thouſand, fathoms down 
Then ſhoot oblique her flaming ſphere 
Through the immenſity of ſpace, 
And, ſparkling; run her glorious ted N 
O'er æther's bright empyreal way, 8 
Round her great ſire, the ſource of day? 
With her firſt revolving year! 2833, 
T. eternity, producing time, 
And teaching gainſt his ſtated prime, - 


* The author has here taken advantage of Buffon's ſyſtem, which is very orthodox in the eye 
of poetry, whatever it may be in that of reaſon or religion. 
i) III/ | | 
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His infant ſteps, aſſur'd to tread 


Where the gay moments ſportive led, 


The young and timid hours along. 
Who ſaw thee lift, ſublime, thy head, 


Bare and rugged then thy brows, 
Uncover'd by their helm of ſnows, 


Above the world's yet burning ſphere ; 
And o'er the vaſt; the mingled mound, + 
Of giant rocks and mountains round, 


With proud preeminence appear? 
Then nature to thy pow'rful hand, 
Well knowing its reſiſtleſs force, 
Truſted her ſeaſons' various courſe, 


And bow'd the ſtorms to thy command; 
Bidding thy triple throne preſide WER 


.  Ofer every ſubject mountain's pride, 


o 
* 
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And 
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And from her ſea, whoſe azure wave 
Doth Italy and Afric lave, 
To ocean, whoſe rough billows raar. : | 
'Gainſt Britain's free and glorious ſnore. 
Govern the nations, and pour down, 
From many a ſource, unthought of or unh ], 
Fierce tempeſts, or refreſhing rain, 
To ravage, or revive the plain; 
Directing all the winds that blow,“ 
And wiſe, diſpenſing good or ill, 
According to thy ſow'reign will 
To bleſs or curſe the ſons of men below. 


Behold thy great vicegerent cher, 
Thy horn of terror, lift on hig 


odors erat the with dk f. Ea D 
to blow from different points; thus, converting into a ſaving and productive, what would other- 
wiſe prove merely a deſtructive, power. Their influence on the clouds and nether world is well 
known, ſo that without them there could neither be fruitfulneſs or life. 
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His dreadful points, with threatning air,“ 


And pierce the azure, vault of ſky. 

Monſtrous mounds of ice and ſnow 

Cover all his rocks below, .., 

And deſolate and frozen plains, 

To Barrenneſs eternal prey, : 

Where with deep ſilence, horror reigns, , | 

Between his ſummits ſtretch away 

In endleſs waſte! The eagle's, cry | 

Through the aread, ſcene is heard alone, 

Or avalanches, from on high, 

With ſweeping ruin thund ring donn. 
A This way, and that, apand'rous chain 

Of rocks and mountains form his reign, 


. #9! 149017 Mid 


As Mont Blanc is the monarch of the Savoy, ſo is the Schreck Horn (i; e. horn of terror) 
that of the Swiſs Alps; and as theſe two ſublime mountains are connected by their vaſſals, I 
thought it juſtifiable, in my perſonificatiori-of Mont 'Blatic, to confider the $chteck-Horn as his 


viceroy. 
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And frowning round on every fide, Ialbesib 2H 


Their glaciers tow r, with monſtrous pride. 


Lo! burſting from their endleſs force. 


Four potent rivers bend their courſe 
| Through different realms 'to different ſhores. 

The angry Trssix rages dow n 

From rock to rock; the nobler Ro 


A prouder current rapid pours ; 


. * * bf 
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While here the'Ruixs; and there the Po, | 


With more majeſtic volume flow;” © 

Swoll'n by a thouſand tributary ſtores. 
Aloft the haughty Schxrck-Hoxx ſtands; 
And all oerlocks; and all commands: 
Inferior to thy ſtate alone, 
And next in honour to thy throne, 


The potent . or as N —_ 


1 mountain! by thy hand re uy: 


Were truſted to his guardian care: 


Which, 
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Which, yet more liberal, dealt fortin 


A fairer lot to his command; 

And is there one on earth more fair 

Than to protect the fruitful plains, 

Where Liberty with Science reigns? 

Or up the ſteep climbs fide by ſide 

With roſy Health? Or roams along, 

With jocund heart, and paſtoral ſong, 

From grove to grove, and brow to brow, ' | 
Or over ſummits white with ſhow, 

Her herds, her flocks, her fields among, 
Devoid of envy, fear, or pride; 7 10 / 
Guarding within a troubled mind,” 

No ſecret thoughts, no cares conſin d. 
Which guilt or falſhood ſeek to hide? 
Be this, HELVETIA, ſtill thy boaſt! 

Nor may the bleſſings Cer b&l6R; neal Bal. 
Which virtue, join'd'to valonr, won 


Still 
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Still may thy wiſdom turn aſidle 
Corruption's foul :and fatal tide, 


And teach the nations round, a leſſon all thy own! 


in 307 : ol 167) 
5 E «! 
Would'ſt thou, exalted mountain! tell : 
The ſcenes foregone in times of old, riot 11 0 
What a tale couldſt thou unfold! 
Before our great forefather fell 
Thou wert: Upon thy glorious head, 
Doubtleſs, the Angels, downward ſped, . 
With glitt'ring wings nd hiding veſts 10%0 
To viſit paradiſe, and guard 601 
The bliſsful ſpot with heav'nly ward. 
In radiant troops were wont to reſt. 
And there celeſtial ſtrains were heard, 
And heav'n in jubilee appear d. 
What time the great Creator's nod, 


Bid 
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Bade man his, own reſemblance ſhine, 
And full upon his face divine 
Stamp'd the bright image of the God! 
Alas! how chang'd that ſpotleſs brow! 
By guilt and ſhame how ſullied now! 
Yet, what it was, and ſhall become 
Through the dread medium of the tomb, 
Didſt thou not lift thy head and ſee, 
The morn that heaven's high minſtrelſy 
Hail'd with their harps the birth ſublime | 
Of Him, who, FI the rounds of time- 
Th' Almighty will d mankind ſhould ſave, 
From worſe than death, beyond the grave? 
And by his merits and his ſufferings raiſe 
Their grov'ling hopes, and lift their wond'ring eyes 
To glories far eclipſing Paradiſe, 
And far ſurpaſling all the notes of praiſe! 


H At 
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At that tremendous, matchleſs hour, 
When GOD incarnarte died to free 
Mankind from endleſs miſery, 
How did thy Avalanches pour 
Deſtruction round, and wild diſmay! 
How fierce thy rapid Lightnings play! 
How deep thy awful Thunders roll 
From land to land, from pole to pole! 
How were thy Rocks aſunder torn, 
And through the air their fragments borne! 
And how thy Glaciets to and fro, 
Didſt thou, like a tempeſtuous ſea, 
Convulfe in fearful agony, 
And rend their monftrous ribs, and ſhow 
Hell trembling in the abyfs below ! 
How through thyſelf with horror ſhake, 
And to thy deep foundations quake, 


Earth 
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Earth ſhrinking from her ſolid ſphere, 
And ſharing in thy ſacred fear! 

Before the waters in an heap 

Were gather'd up, and fill'd the deep, 
Thou wert:—And ere from Nature's face, 
They ruſh'd fo their appointed place, 
With regal ſtate thy lofty head 
Tranſcended their tumultuous bed; 
And, fearleſs, brav'd their raging pride, 
And all their mining art defied. 

Nay; when, more terrrible, the Main 
Roſe, boiling, from his gulphs again, 
Proud of his Maker's dread command 

To overwhelm the guilty land, 

And meet the torrents pour'd on high ' 
From every window of the ſky, 

Still, o'er the wreck of nature round, 
In 2 deluge drown d, 
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Thy throne its gloomy ſplendor, rear'd, 
And with unſhaken ſtate appear d:“ 
While, breaking earth's dark ſhroud between, 
Th' exterminating angel's form, 
With baleful beauty bright, was ſeen, 
Commanding on thy domes the ſtorm. 
And when, once more, earth's changing ſphere 
In conflagration ſhall appear, 
And Nature and her works expire 
In one tremendous flood of fire, 

Thou, haply, ſhalt ſurvive the general doom, 

| Riſe like the Phenix from thy flaming tomb, 
And be the wonder of a world to come |. _ : 


EY 


It is the opinion of the celebrated: Monſieur De SavssuRe, and others of the beſt 
Naturaliſts, who have minutely inveſtigated the matter, that the univerſal flood, though riſing 
far above every habitable region, never reached the higheſt ſummits of the Alps, where each 
ſtratum of rock is of a different nature, and differently diſpoſed from, thoſe lower down ; 
theſe latter ones alſo retain, in their foſſils, marks of the flood, which the loftieſt eminences 


never exhibit. Eo, 
Es A 
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+ The admirable Philoſopher and exemplary Chriſtian, Mons“. Box NE, ſuppoſes that 
this globe has undergone various changes, before its actual ſtate of exiſtence, and that it will 
probably undergo many others in the endleſs reyolutions of eternity ; he conſequently thinks, 
that the term Creation, as applied to it in the book of Gexes1s, ſhould be underſtood in a 
partial and confined ſenſe, as rather expreſſive of its form, properties, and inhabitants, when 


iſſuing from the deſtruction and chaos of its pre-exiſting ſtate, than from its being then firſt 
called into exiſtence, 


N. By When the LasT ſheet of this Poem was printing, the Author met with an account 


of Monſieur DE SAaus3URE's late expedition to MoxT BLAxC, in which he attained, and reſted 
ſome hours on its higheſt ſummit, 
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